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JOHANNA K. W. HAILMAN 


T O be fashionable in 1923 we should agree that 
the art of painting lies not in the revealing of 
the beauty of the world, but in the setting forth 
of the results of an emotion on the part of an artist. 
In fact the imaginative orgy of the creator is acknowl¬ 
edged as the only essential, irrespective of whether or 
not it can be understood by a disregarded world. 
That antiquated notion that the reason for the exist¬ 
ence of a painting is the delight it affords our eyes 
vanishes with these days of introspective extrava¬ 
gances. 

In such exciting times, then, it is a serene and un¬ 
expected pleasure to meet a painter like Johanna 
K. W. Hailman, who is just one of us, with clearer 
seeing eyes and more skillful fingers, absorbing the 
actual beauty of her world, being sincerely inspired 
by this beauty, and offering us both the beauty and 
the results of her inspiration in a facile and compre¬ 
hensible fashion—in other words, an artist. 

Mrs. Hailman never had to “become an artist.” 
She “just grew.” For her father, Joseph R. Wood- 
well, was a painter, a friend of Sisley and Renoir dur¬ 
ing his youthful days in Normandy, who ultimately 
taught his daughter what he had learned, his tech¬ 
nique, not as a rack to hang so much paint upon, 
but as the means by which she might express her de¬ 
light in the charming aspect of life. In her case, 






most frequently it has proved to be flowers. Be¬ 
cause her father’s garden was, and is, not only behind 
her house and before her house, but all about her 
house, from front door to back door by way of the 
dining-room windows. 

Of course, then, Mrs. Hailman cherishes the flow¬ 
ers she paints. Witness two such canvasses as 
“Under the Parasol” and “Madonna Lilies.” Nor 
will any of us hurry away from them. In these days 
of jaded nerves she teaches us a lesson in allowing a 
gentle fancy to float about us on a wave of delight. 

But Mrs. Hailman is far from an artist of one man¬ 
ner. She visualizes her love of the world through 
many subjects. Study her whole-hearted under¬ 
standing of the character of her native city in “Pitts¬ 
burgh Mills” or “Eliza Furnace.” Or in more 
tranquil atmospheres, see with what wide compre¬ 
hension she treats her western Pennsylvania in such 
landscapes as those of the gentle “Laurel Ridge” or 
of the Spring turbulence of “Rolling Rock Creek.” 
Then follow her northward to her “New England 
Dunes,” or visit her home, with that colourful wait¬ 
ress “Maritza” bearing an offering of fruit. 

Despite all these other excursions, however, when 
Mrs. Hailman leaves her own garden, she is probably 
most at home among the tropical picturesqueness of 
the Bahama Islands. In such decorative canvasses 
as those of the wind-blown cocoanut palm with the 
peacock beneath it, or of “ Cocoanut Grove,” with 
its foreboding deep blue sky, or of the exotic leaves 
of that huge century plant known as “Nature’s 
Jalousie” we have other glimpses of the luxuriance 
she so enjoys. 


In “The Deserted House” and “The Old Gate¬ 
way” and “A Road in Grants Town” we discover 
with her aspects of tropical disarray, revealed against 
the blue skies of the West Indies. In “Treasure 
Island” and “The Rage” we feel the sunlit serenity, 
or the turbulent uproar, of the Spanish Main. 

No place in the world like the tropics so tempts 
the painter to exercise self-assertion after the em¬ 
phatic manner of a Park Policeman announcing his 
arrival by the sting of his club on the dreamer’s feet. 
But Mrs. Hailman has refused to fall victim to this 
over-obvious form of artistic “strength.” Brilliant 
as are her paintings they never drive but rather en¬ 
tice us with a cordial and tranquil atmosphere, inter¬ 
preted through sympathetic hands. 

A critic once said that if a certain artist would not 
paint quite so well he might paint a lot better. 

Mrs. Hailman does both. 

—Homer Saint-Gaudens. 


CATALOGUE 


1. Palm Beach 

2. Nature’s Jalousie 

3. Under the Parasol 

4. Cocoanut Grove 

5. Madonna Lilies 

6. The Cannas 

7. The Dark River 

8. Portrait: Mrs. E. H. House 

9. Pittsburgh Mills 

10. Eliza Furnace 

11. Peonies 

12. Maritza 

13. Rolling Rock Creek 

14. A Florida Dune 

15. New England Dunes 

16. White Cannas 


17. The “Rage” 

18. The Deserted House 

19. The Old Gateway 

20. Road in Grants Town 

21. Treasure Island 

22. Beach Cactus 

23. The Dying Palm 

24. Pink Roses 

25. Zinnias and Phlox 

26. Palm Fronds 

27. Amid the Reefs 

28. White Roses and Red 

29. A Hibiscus Blossom 

30. Bahama Huts 

31. A Breezy Day 

32. The Tulips 

33. Laurel Ridge 





